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Summary:
You learned fast and swift that she always got what she wanted, as Ashley Graves was a wolf in sheep’s clothing.

Notes:
First time writing for this fandom (Ashley should’ve been me fr I would’ve treated Andrew better)

Work Text:
 

You first noticed it when you and him met. How he seemed hesitant. Hesitant to allow you in, to let you penetrate the walls he had built up since he was a kid.

 

It started off simple. You two met between classes, you brought him coffees. Little baked treats or something else. He was cautious, you chalked it up to boy hormones. He had slowly allowed you in, but it always felt off. Like you held second place in his mind.

 

You noticed it again when you saw her for the first time. They looked identical. Her eyes a rosy pink contrasting his green. She sneered at you. That was when the first red flag went off within your skull. Sounding gentle alarms. Their relationship was too.. too romantic? Maybe just on her end… she clung to him. Begging for attention as you two attempted to study. You left with your tail betwixt your legs.

 

You noticed it again when he asked you to start wearing your hair back. In a ponytail, low at the base of your nape. You stared blankly at your mirror. You looked nothing like his type. His type was.. you swallow at the thick bile in your throat. No… you weren’t gonna sit here and accuse your boyfriend of incest.

 

You contemplated smashing your home phone. You wondered if that would make it stop. You pressed your hands to your thighs as your voicemail rung again… and again. You were going fucking crazy. You and him had fought. You had enough. You accused him of wanting to fuck his own twin. You had screamed at him in front of his apartment. She had heard. She had heard you accuse her of seducing him.

 

You weren’t wrong. She had confirmed that suspicious behavior. She was there first. She was always there first. You stood, crossed the threshold to your room and picked up the phone. Fingers trembling as you pressed the accept button.

 

Her voice was sharp. Swift with venom. You swallowed the salty throw up in your mouth. “I’ll do it.”

 

It caught her off guard. She was silent.

 

“I’ll break up with him just… please leave me the fuck alone..” you mumbled eyeing the picture of you and him pinned to the corkboard. You could practically hear her vibrate at the other end of the receiver.

 

You learned fast and swift that she always got what she wanted, as Ashley Graves was a wolf in sheep’s clothing.

 

But you had noticed more. He wanted you to be her. Had bought you clothes she enjoyed, the hairstyle, the music, the mannerisms. You retch and slammed the phone down. The horribly concealed vomit creeping up your throat and spilling out.

 

 

 